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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Attended what Sir Wilfrid Lawson calls the “ Anti- 
Goth and Vandal” party at Grosvenor House, with the Duke of 
Westminster in the chair—it was his own chair, anyway. Took 
Her Most Gracious most carefully down to Osborne, along with 
‘* Princess Beatrice’’ and one of the Princesses Victoria. Subse- 
my helped the Bishop of London to re-open St. Clement’s 

anes Church in the Strand, helped Miss E. M, Carr to launch the 
Psyche at Devonport, and Miss Dorothy Capper to do ditto for a 
‘‘destroyer’’ at Chiswick. Then went to the Middle Temple 
garden party and ‘‘ showed cause ’’ why I should have tea and cake 
and strawberries to the detriment and damage of my dinner. 


Thursday.—Coming south by the Scotch express, found it on fire 
when we got somewhere about Shap. Succeeded in calling 
attention, getting the train stopped, and rescuing the passengers, 
shunted the blazing wrecks (this is not bad language!), and got on 
again, Called on the Home Secretary with a number of ladies (by 
birth and otherwise) to talk about match-making (and who knows 
more about match-making than ladies?) Looked in at the Zoo 
and welcomed fifty gigantic and aged tortoises to their British 
home. Had a bit on Dinna Forget, so “ didna forget ” the Liverpool 
Cup. Saw a letter from Bjoernson Bjoernson (hope I’ve got all his 
letters) about the Dreyfus case. The army and Government have 
their own opinion about his interference. 


LIVE THE ARMY ! 


Sing of Zola and the army 
And the fervid ‘* Dreyfus case;’’ 
(Sure the latter’s rather barmy, 
And the former out of place). 
But that letter filled each born son 
Of the army with dismay— 
‘‘ There’s a little ‘too much Bjoern son’ ” 
They have been observed to say. 


Saw a canal burst at Bath and convert a railway into a bath for 
several miles. Spent an interested couple of hours at the Fine Art 
Society’s Gallery looking at 15th century prints (some coloured, 
some plain, some ugly). 


Friday.—Been staggering about all day. They want another 
£8,000,000 for the Navy, and it has really staggered me. All right, 
if it’s wanted—won’t they take a few shillings more while they're 
about it ?—no need to be bashful, you know! Took Mr. Ritchie 
down to Basingstoke (nice place, Basingstoke !), and helped him to 
cut the first sod of the Basing and Alton Light Railway. Then 
went for a trial trip on the L. & N. W. and L. & Y. new steamship 
from Fleetwood to Belfast and back again. 








Saturday.—Opened Queen’s Wood, Highgate, with the assist- 
ance of the Duchess of Albany, then walked on to the Hatfield 
Garden Party—rather a long walk and hot, but got there all the 
same. (Like the illustrous owner of Hatfield House and his 
foreign policy.) Took Her Most Gracious over H.M.S. Blonde, and 
then helped her to open the new road—Beatrice Avenue—to Whip- 
pingham (I.W.) Saw Yates just ‘‘ pull it off’’ with the Queen's 
Prize at Bisley. Back to the Mansion House to dine with the 
Lord Mayor and the English and French artists. 


SELF-DENIAL. 


The artists were delighted 
When they found (they were in trim) 

That his lovddit had invited 
Them to dine along with him ; 

, And, although the tribe’s exempted 
at From all trammels, be it said, 

Not a single one attempted 

For to paint the city red. 


Finished up with the Elizabethan Stage Society and their 8 wr og 
done Sad Shepherd. Saw (and heard) also “* Lancelot and Elaine ” 
at the Alexandra Palace. 


Monday.—Started the first goods train on the Great Central, 
helped Sir Henry Irving “ well and truly lay ” the commemoration 
stone for the new Princess of Wales’ Theatre at Kennington (he was 
very determined about it, too). Dined with Australians at the 
Hotel Cecil. 


Tuesday.—Helped Lord Russell distribute the prizes at St. 
Ignatius Schools, Stamford Hill. Was much struck with the 
appeal of the Cubans entreating the Americans to hurry up and 
conquer the island, and give them (the Cubans) a chance of getting 
something to eat ! 

THE CRY OF THE BELEAGUERED, 
Invaders come over the ocean 
And cause our defenders to flee, 
You haven’t the scrap of a notion 
How welcome invasion would be, 
In extremis we lie about thickly 
For want of the tiniest ration, 
So come on and conquer us quickly, 
Before we succumb to starvation. 
THe Sporrer. 

















Oxe of the most acceptable of pocket guides is‘'The Road” 
Coach Guide for the current summer season. The little shilling 
volume is replete with information of every description to 
* coaching ”’ enthusiasts. 



































aeeeiiiinies —— [=] 





Vo contributions can be returned 


+A neonates 




















FUN. 


AUGUS? 2, 1898. 


= 












wees - 


ene 





= 


By se we Sede >< 
Pater ae ~ eal 


~~. 





oar pe “ 


—- 


OSES SS rE 


my 
“© 
Co eR eget we 


' 


Se 








> Guperewuamnenane-agtiee paee 
Pt tet Re, Wat ee WaT Es 





en 
~ 






- 


OE PE A A I 
~~ ¥ = “ 
2 one . 


7, = 


—_— =~ = 
2? 











j y 
! j f 7, Y 
j 
; i iy, 
j ij 
AT ’ y 4 
4 j, 
st / e 
‘es - 
ey j yj 
i Wy 
hy f j 
- H / 


Wh 






PASSING EVENTS. 


_ 


\ | } 














Pussy lakes 2 


Y/ WA 

We 
G = = y' 
SAY , 








AVanTage 
oe res ater: 


C77 
‘ UW . 


y ‘ 
sl 7 j 
Ui’: 
4 
\ 
\ 
\ 

















hi. | 
Zola 1s fat 
Verneucl. 





tr 
M.Zola in 3 ogee Lime . 























AuGust 2, 1898. 














In an Omnibus. 


Wir love’s deep thrill my heart did 
beat, 
When she sat next to me, 
A maideu young and fair and neat 
As ever I did see. 





She had the dearest little hand, 
And eyes of.tender grey ; 

Between Old Broad Street and the Strand 
She stole my heart away. 


We did not speak, but oh, the pain 
When from my side she went ! 

I’ve never seen that face again 
Which worked my ravishment. 


But when I came to pay my fare, 
Imagine my dismay— 

She’d picked my pocket, I declare. 
And stole my purse away ! 





- YY 


\s 








A Des-Irving Tribute. 


Sir Henry IRvING, in his speech upon 
the occasion of laying the foundation 
stone of the new Princess of Wales’ 
Theatre, Kennington Park Road, stated, 
according to the newspaper report, that 
the theatre had to withstand a good 
many buffets. Now that’s really ‘cute, 
expressing the matter that way. Our 
experience is just the contrary. Certain 
members of the audience cannot with- 
stand the attractions both of and behind 
the many buffets at the theatre, and 
such weather as we are having too! 
The only comfortable posture is to sit in 
the water-butt with your lips on a 
tankard, ‘‘ when you feel so dispoged.” 







































Travelled Barber.—‘‘ Took my holiday a week ago, sir; three days on the Continong, 
sir; Antwerp, etc.’’ 

Customer.—‘Ah! Then you saw the Hotel de Ville and all the sights?” 

T. B.—* Hotel de Ville! Ah, ah! Well, we thought it was an hotel, but it isn’t; 
and when we called for drinks the old lady said we couldn’t have any!” 











KEEP up your ’art my Thomas, dear, 
You are my honly bo; 

To them Commandiers in Chief 
I proudly says ‘‘ Wot O! 

If Tommy’s arm I cannot take 
Because he’d be disgraced, 

To please a lot of henvious toffs 
W’ then I'll clasp ’is waist. 


I loves yer Thomas hand your harm, 
So manly hand so brave, 

And hO! it is a blooming shime 
That you should be a slave. 

But little do them ginerals know, 
Dressed up so stiff and smug, 

When all is dark within the park, 
’Ow lovely ’tis to "ug. 


No law can stop the soldier’s ’art 
From beating for the gurls ; 


A wearin’ of our curls. 
But hO! you needs us, Tommy, dear, 
When there is no alarms 


thy 
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To Arms, Ye Brave! 


For us you'll fight, for England’s might, 


It’s gellousy, that’s wot it is, 
Though no law ’inders them 

From ‘avin’ one upon each arm 
Like cherries on a stem ; 

But this must be beneath the light, 
Hand, therefore, I says, “* Ark! 

My pretty dears, you little knows 
The sweetness of the dark.” 


I knows ’em, for I’ve dressed their ‘air, 
Hand I ’ave ’eard them talk 

Habout the captain’s ‘eav’nly heyes, 
And ‘ow they loves to walk 

A leaning hon ’is manly harm 
Beneath the moon’s pale ie 

But “ Ah! sweet lidy,” I ‘ave thought, 
“°F, don’ know ‘ow to 'ug.” 


No, Thomas, though you trails your harm 
W’n I ham by your side 

My ’art is yours, and soon I ’opes 
To be your bloomin’ bride, 

Meanwhile, in spite Bo Rd chiefs 
Too hold to be so b F 

Dear Tommy, take me in your harms, 
Hand ’ug me to your chest. 
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AESOP REDIVIVUS. 
MAN WHO NURTURED A SERPENT. 
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ever seen. He was the first person he had met during his walk, and 
did not favourably impress him. 

‘“ Mornin’, sir,” said the man, half turning round, and leaning 
heavily on the bridge. 

‘“(;ood morning!” replied Herbert, eyeing the man warily, and 
observing that his clothes bore unmistakable signs of an al fresco 
dormitory. ‘' You don’t happen to know if there’s a coffee-stall 
about here, do you ?” 

“ Coffee-stall ! Ar, you be from the ‘Stack of Bricks,’ you be. 
I've come from there myself, Glad to meet ye, sir. No; there 
ain't no coffee-stalls down here. But a ’arty young gent like you 
don’t want no coffee first thing in the morning. What you wants 
is a tidy drop of ale, and I'll show you where to get it. I’m agoing 
that way myself.”’ 

‘Thanks!” replied Herbert. ‘“ But, as it happens, I do want 
coffee, and if you can show me where to get that you are welcome to 
a cup, too, if that’s what you’re driving at.”’ 

The man faced round and glared. 

“Me!” he ex d. ‘*Medrink coffee! Yer don’t know who 
you're talking to, young man. My name’s Dry. Mr. Dry, to you, 
and I’m a champion, I am, but it ain’t in the coffe:-drinking line. 
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Coffee! Bah! Jl id coffee win us the Battle of Waterloo? Was 
coffee in the boys as they rode up Ballyclarvy to lick the Rushuns ? 
d what do ver think it was Nelson called for on the field of 
Trafalgar? Coffee? vo, sir! It’s the same cry all throug! 
Good old nest H h beer! nd I can show you where t t 
1 spot of theright stu 
z » doubt vo ld,’ replied Herbert, as he turned on 


farm; ‘you have truth written in every 
1at breath could never lie.”’ 
“Yah!” shouted Mr. Dry; ‘call yourself a gentleman, | 
suppose. Milksop! Don’t think you'll get off like that. I'l just 
lv, on yer track.”’ 
his footsteps in a somewhat moody frame 
he said, “to be called after and 
I wonder who and what /ie is, 
he threatened me with. Perhaps the 
These country 
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es!” he said solemnly, after returning the boy’s saluta- 
tion; ‘‘who’s Dry?” 

“ Tbe, sur, powerfully dry.” 

‘“No! no! I don’t mean that, 
man Dry, or Mr. Dry, as he calls himself? 

‘Oh, he be a champion, he be, and so be his friend, Hardy! ”’ 
replied the boy, with his mouth full. 


’* said Banks, testily. ‘* Who'sthe 


“Yes, 1 know that; he told me so himself, but champion of 
what?” 

‘¢ Tor’, an’ veow from Lonnon, too! How wbe! Why, 
even my little bruvver Bill knows Ted Drv’'s th hampion leear 


and drinker of the village.’ 
‘And Hardy?” queried Herbert, somewhat r 
‘Oh, Tom's the cl outer Ws 
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Seasonable Rhymes. 


The icket sea ») ha m and \ 1 ] ie Lady Cricketer 


You may wear at home the pantaloons—that is, if vou’re inclin’d 
Or write sarcastic bro h ires on ae rate man}! 
Or caper it at tennis and with net and racquet 
Or prance about on bicycles clothed in d led ; 
Or share with us the fragrant weed, « With us “stump” the 
heather, 

Hunt everything vou have a mind, but do not ‘** hunt the leather. 
You may join us at the battue, and with us beat the thickets, 


But keep your petticoats away from our | herished wickets! 
It is natural that a ladv should be plea lto have a trot 

To cover, but a ‘* cover-point ”’ not a ludy’ t. 

You are graceful in the saddle with yore t ted locks, 


( VO } il 5 vl i 
And thus may take the brush and ‘ pads*’—-I mean the pads of fox 
But, lady batsman, pause a while and think about vour score: 
It seems to me ’twould always be ‘*a pair of ducks no more 


Kleven ‘‘ducks’”’ on eithe) side !— both sc f 4 ] i be tne Le, 

And interest would naturally be m27/ in such a gain 

And if your hands are Lil(1)vwhite, Just think about the creases, 

Would rich old maiden aunts forgive being stumped by little nieces? 

And fancy if your dear namma as by the rop he lingers 

Should hear her darling little girl d , | 

Could there be found an umpire bold, that t & maic, 

Who'd say hi ther-in-law was ‘out’”’ i'd got her 
‘¢ bail ’’? 

Or suppose you “cut”? you grandma e’’ her off the 
ground, 

In her testa tar cul ld ! be f d 
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‘Arry’s Bank Holiday. 
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Seaside Queries. 
\\V LD you get bled”? if ' 1 went to Lancing ‘ 


Don't eople I: a nall pire ft Deal 


Are many people fro) the vast borne to lastbourne ? 
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The Elevenophile’s Elevenophobia. 
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ON THE CLACTON BOAT. 

Jones takes his sweetheart a sea trip at Clacton, becomes suddenly very ill, and has the 


mortification of seeing her meet his most deadly rival. 


(They have a high old time.) 




















“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 
THERE don’t seem to be much huggin’ 


| an’ kissin’ goin’ on amongst the Ameri- 


cans an’ Cubans; the latter didn’t seem 
to care about “ fallin’ in’’ wen it came 
to fightin’, an’ now they seem inklined 
to ‘ fall out’’ with there deliverers. I 
should like to arsk the Americans, ‘* Was 
‘the game worth the candel’?’’ Purson- 
ally, I wouldn’t give a rushlight for the 
Cubans, wich was the root—the, so to 
say, Cuba root—of all the disturbance. 
I read that the Queen Regent is in tears, 
an’ not theatrikal tiers neither; there is 
no okcashun for the pore lady to act the 
réle of sorrer—it is only too real—wen 
‘er people ’is cryin’ for bread. 

It is comfortin’ to think that Golders 
Hill is as good as saved from the oktopus- 
like clutches of the builder; an’ the 
publik owes a debt of gratitood to Mr. 
Barratt, who, I beleave, is the gentle- 
man wot ‘‘won’t be ’appy till ’e gets it.” 
Well, ’e ’as got Golders Hill for hisself 
an’ othurs, so let’s soap ’e is now ’appy. 
This gentleman fair “‘ Bubbles’’ over with 
enthusiasm in the good cause. 

Our Navy—an’ wot a wurld of meanin’ 
there is to us in them two wurds!—is 
claimin’ the attenshun of Statesmen, as 
it ort to, for it is to our Navy that we 
principally owes our proud persition 
amongst nations; sol ses, ‘‘ strengthen 
it, an’ lengthen it.” I allus did like 
sailors, espeshully in my yunger days, wen 
they was “ paid off,’’ an’ I was in there 
cumpany. They used to be a fair “ treat.” 

My boy Sam tells me that Grace was 
in ‘‘ great form” at the dinner (by-the- 
bye, it’s only proper that there should 
be grace at a dinner) given ’im at the 
Sports Club, St. James’s Square. Sir 
Richard Webster took the chair, but the 
Doctor fair ‘‘ took the cake’’ in his 
humerus speech. ’E’s ’ad a tremenjus 
long ‘“‘innings” at cricket, but ’e ain’t 
‘out’? yet by a long chalk. ‘Ow’s 
that humpire?” ‘* Not out!” 

Pore, persecuted M. Zola ’as taken 
to flight; an’ ’e ’as taken ’is wife with 
‘im, wich is wot all ’usbands don’t do 
wen they takes to flight. I shoud 
say that ’e must be fair sick of La belle 
Frrance— wich she is fair, but fickel—an’ 
I shouldn’t be surprised to see ’im in 
‘* Perfidious Albion,”’ wich, wen it comes 
to the push, more than one Frenchman 
‘as found not quite so “ perfidious ”’ as ’is 
countrymen are fond of makin’ it out to 
be. England’s arms are allus ready to 
clasp the persecuted to ’er broad breast— 
‘eaven bless ’er! 














A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 








CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 


GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


€7. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.E.; AND SOLO BY ALL CHEMISTS. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 
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